I38        THE THINGS WE ARE

" Til put a light in the parlour/' Mrs.
Williams began to move.

" No, don't, please/' said Boston eagerly.
It was a godsent chance of letting things
slide into their own places, and making no
effort while they did. " We must have the
best of three/' he explained.

Bettington stood, in his overcoat, hesitating,
by the vacant side of the table.

"There's a hand all ready for you/' said
Boston. " You came just in time. New
game. First deal." He helped Bettington
off with his overcoat. Then he pulled up
a chair for him.

Bettington put his hand on the chair-back,
still uncertain. It was so different from what
he had expected. "Are you sure I'm not
spoiling your game ? " he said.

*' But aren't you too tired, sir ? " said
Mrs. Williams.

Boston was ashamed. " I thought it would
be a rest for you ... a change," he said,

" Let me put a light in the parlour/' said
Mrs. Williams again.

Boston looked up at Bettington. " Which
would rather do, Bett ? " he asked with
an effort.

Boston had called him Bett once before,